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CHAPTER IL

FIVE days after the solemnization of her espousals with the duke
of York, Mary Beatrice completed her fifteenth year, and it must
be confessed that she conducted herself with no more regard for
her newly-acquired dignity, as a bride, than if she had been ten
years younger; for when the time was appointed for her to
commence her journey to England, she cried and screamed two
whole days and nights, and it was only by force that she could be
kept in bed. Nothing, in fact, would pacify her till her mother
consented to accompany her to England, and the duke, her
brother, part of the way. The earl of Peterborough, who does
not appear to have been at all aware of these perversities on the
part of the young duchess of York, and was by no means desirous
of such additions to his travelling party as would compel "Mm to
depart entirely from the programme arranged, both by the king
and the duke, for the homeward journey, tried vainly to dissuade
the duchess of Modena from this resolution. " The time for the
departure being come," says he, " the duchess-mother would by
all means accompany her daughter into England, and it could
not be diverted by any means, although it proved chargeable to
her, and of ill consequence to her concerns." Their journey was
through France.

The vessels that had been appointed by king Charles for the
passage to England were waiting the bride at Calais, where, on the
21st of November, she embarked in the Katharine yacht with her
mother, her uncle, and all who had attended her from Italy,
Mary Beatrice crossed the Channel with a prosperous breeze, and
towards evening arrived at Dover. The duke of York, with
becoming gallantry, was on the sands to give his new consort a
personal welcome to England, and when she came to shore, he
received her in his arms. The beauty, the timidity, and the
innocence of the royal bride rendered this meeting, doubtless, a
spectacle of exciting interest to the honest seafaring population
of Dover, the manly squires of Kent, and the gentle ladies who
thronged the strand that day to obtain a sight of their future
queen and the ceremonial of her landing. James was charmed,
as well he might be, with the surpassing grace and loveliness of
the consort his friend the earl of Peterborough had chosen for
him. " On her landing," says the earl, " she took possession of
Jrig heart as well as his arms."                               *

"Mary Beatrice, in after years, acknowledged that she did not
like her lord at first." What girl of fifteen ever did like a spotiso